









































THERE HE 
IS NOW/ 


WE MUST BE 
GETTIN’CLOSE, 
n CHAMP 


WHY. HES ONLY A KID. CANT BE 
fe??'-'-r\ MORE’N EIGHTEEN 


I PIPNT DO IT, MISTER, 
HONEST I DIDN’Ty-- 


HES PASSED 
OUT AGAIN. 
THAT'S A BAP 
HOLE IN HIS , 
ARM. I’D < 
BETTER FIX L, 
w HIM UP M 


DONT RECKON 
HELL GET w-H 
VERY FAR 


IT SHORE LOOKED 
'- 7 LIKE HE WAS . 
HIT HARPy-i 




























SOMEBODYS> 
COM IN’. GOT 
TO GET YOU 
OUTA SIGHT, 
^ YOUNG 
7 FELLA l 


RECKON THEY RE 
NOT LIKELY TO < 
FIND HIM HERE i 


I LLTIE HIS HORSE BACK IN 
THIS BRUSH. YOU STAY AN' 
\ KEEP HIM COMPANY, 
i Sj- -.—CHAMP,— 


'GOOD IDEA 
IF I KICKED 
SOME DIRT ( 
OVER THESE 
TRACKS AN ') 
BLOODSTAINS J 























































THANKS, MISTER. 
I CAME TO AND 
HEARD WHAT i*j 
h YOU SAID —^ 


[ TH NAMES GENE 
I AUTRY. NOW WE 
GOTTA SEE ABOUT 
'—, THAT ARM ^ 
V OF YOURS M 


(SO LONG, PARDNER. 
A BE SURE AN’ KEEP , 
/TW\YOUR EVES PEELED/ 


FEEL LIKE TELLlN’ YOUR 

STORY. JACK, SO I’LL KNOW ) . „_ 

HOW TO ACT ? jr y 


MY DAD OWNED THE H BAR-S 
OUTFIT. WE LIVED ALONE. MY 
MOTHER’S DEAD. ONE NIGHT DAD 
WENT INTO SMOK&y CITY TO SEE 
SHERIFF BILL BLAKE ON SOME j 
v BUSINESS j 



























"THEY say dad drew first and red 

SHOT HIM IN SELF DEFENSE. BUT I 
PONT BELIEVE IT/" 














































































^r sot away an’ rode till P' 

FELL OFF TH’ HORSE. MUST HAVE 
FAINTED I GUESS. THAT’S TH 
STORY AN' IT’S TH’ TRUTH 


I BELIEVE YOU. NOW WE GOTTA GET yOU 
INTO HIDIN'AN’ FIX YOU UP. YOU'LL HAVE y 
TO SHOW ME TH’ BACK 
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BRAND WANTS TO 
SEE you PRONTO, 
fe- C’MON 


THIS ISTH’ V 
FELLER I TOLD 
you ABOUT, 
■—i DEUCE ^ 


NAMES GENE Al/TRy 


OKAY, AUTRY. RIDE OUT TO TH' RANCH 
AN’ SEE TH’ FOREMAN, JIM HANDY- 
TELL HIM I -----CT7S-1- 

. sent you j xrx w.i W 


SEE YOU AGAIN, 
MISS BLAIR r - 


I IF YOU NEED ANYTHING, 
JUST LET ME KNOW J 


YOU GOT ONE FRIEND INTOWN.KID. 

ANN BLAIR ! m --- 4 

SHES SWELL. AN' 
m?//- 1 you CAN TRUST 

HER .GENE. SHE'LL 

T ■Sf?3£>>~ v keep mum j 








































































THERES 
AUTRY'S 
> HORSE/ 


PULL UP, Boys. > 
WE’LL LEAVE OUR 
V. HORSES HERE . 



WE LL GET BACK 
TOTH'RANCH 
NOW, CHAMPS 


TH'LIGHT'S OUT, BOYS! 
LIE LOW AN' LET'S SEE 
'-- WHAT HAPPENS r' 


/ 






















WELL BE BACK AT TH’ 1 
RANCH BEFORE ANYBODYJ 
, KNOWS WE’RE GONE ^ 

































’’"'WED BETTER GO BACK^ 

AKP SEE, CHAMP^ 

i 































































































LOO© 


»EA® ® R 


(M.IVE 


AUTRY 


































































































































































































YOUR DAPS BOX IS PROBLY 
IN DEUCE BRAND’S SAFE. I’LL 
fca TAKE A LOOK TONIGHT ■ 


YOU BOYS GO UNHOOK YOUR^ 
TEAM. WELL KETCH THAT OUTLAW. 

1 AUTRY, AN' PUT A NOOSE ,- r 

IS-, AROUND HIS NECK// I 


Jwanrep| 


WHOA / HOLD / 
EVERYTHING/ 
SOMEBODY’S * 
r COMIN’«~*< 


r lucky FOR US,^ 
CHAMP. THERE’S 
A LOTTA TRAILS , 
’ LEADIN’ OUTA 
L THESE HILLS J 


MIGHT AS WELL LOOK 
FER A NEEDLE IN A 
HAYSTACK AS HUNT 
I FER OUTLAWS IN ^ 
THESE HILLS 

















































































































































































HEY, CHAMP! 


y I SURE WAS \ 

GETTIN’ WORRIED 


TH’SHERIFF AN’ED BLAIR 
ARE MIXED UP IN SOME 
WAV WITH PEUCE BRAND. 
THERES A SECRET DOOR 
OPENIN’ FROM TH’ STORE 
I INTO DEUCE’S OFFICE ^ 


GOOD BOY, CHAMP! 
YOU'RE TH' SMARTEST 
HORSE I NTH’ 
WHOLE WEST 


JUST A BULLET NICK, 
TH'SHERIFF AN’ HIS 
GANG CHASED ME. I 
HID IN A TREE. CHAMP 
LED TH’SHERIFF ON. 
3» THEN LOST'EM AN’, 
,v -i BACKTRACKED , 
TO M E ._ 


ABOUT YOU, GENE. 
WHAT’S TH’MATTER 
WITH YOUR LEG ? 
















































ED,TH' DRIVER,WAS TOTIN’ 
ABOUT THREETHOUSAND 
DOLLARS. HE WAS COMIN’ 
BACK FROM TAKIN ’ A LOAD 































I BROUGHT SOME FOOD 
FOR JACK. BUT I NEVER 
WANT TO SEE YOU AGAIN. 
. GENE AUTRY/ YOU'RE A 
HOLDUP MAN AND 
m '-- A KILLER/ 


DONT TALK TO ME! EVERY¬ 
BODY KNOWS YOU’RE THE 
OUTLAW. HE LIMPED JUST 
LIKE YOU’RE LIMPIN’ NOW/ 


I MADE IT, 
MISS ANN 


r but 

MISS ANN, ; 
, l-l’M- 


GOOD WORK. 
'—i BLAIR 11~* 


The wont get away 

/ THIS TIME. BRING- 
i THAT DYNAMITE, 

\ DEUCE. WE MIGHT j 
, NEED IT/ r 


HERE COMES 
ANN NOW. 

. AUTRY ^ 
MUSTA ■ 
t LEFT M 


AUTRYS UNDER TH’BIG OAK TREE AT 
TH’EDGE OF TOWN. IF WE HUSTLE. WE 
CAN TRAIL HIM TO 
‘ DE-OUT AN’GIT 
vN'JACK BOTH / 

















































UJCKY FOR. US YOU FOUND THIS OLD TUNNEL 
. LEADIN’ OUTA TH’MINE, KID ^ 


YEP. I’M SURE. I HEARD 'EM 
BEHIND ME ALLTH’WAY FROM 
TOWN. I KNEW IF THEY SAW 
CHAMP THEY'D BE SURE WE 
s «^i WERE INSIDE jam 


YOU SURE THEY 
FOLLOWED YOU, 
few GENE ? 


WHATS THAT? 
SOUNDS LIKE i 
A CANNON / J 


~ WE’LL FIND A HIDIN’ PLACE^ 

TILL. MORN ING-. CHAMP’LL GET 
TO US SOMEWAY. TRUST HIM 4 


[ ITS DYNAMITE! 
THEY'VE BLOWN UP 
> TH’MINE-./MOI/E' 
FAST, KID. BEFORE 
L THESE WALLS — 
k CAVE IN 






















































WE GOTTA GET SOME PROOF AGAINST DEUCE 
AN’TH’SHERIFF, CHAMR SO WE CAN SEND FOR. 

-<■---- - ' OUR OLD FRIEND,TH’ 

UNITED STATES r' 
Mjr MARSHAL I-' 


THAT SOUNDS LIKE 
GUNFIRE, CHAMP, AN' 
i RIGHT CLOSE .TOO/ 


( SO THATS TH’ OUTLAW WHOS 

>4^NBEEN ROBBIN’AN’ KILLIN ’/r 


WERE TOO LATE TO HELP 
TH’ BOVS, CHAMP, BUT WE 
CAN CUT ACROSS TH’TRAIL 
AHEAD OF TH’OUTLAW ^ 
s -i AN’ STOP HIM Y---S 


I GUESS THATLL TEACH 
YOU FELLAS TO DROP 
v, YOUR GUNS WHEN 
( I SAY SO / 































FRIEND/ 








































































THERES A SECRET DOOR 
FROM HERE INTO DEUCE 
r BRAND’S OFFICE, ANN jg 


i've found th poor. 

YOU GO IN FIRST, -jg 
HANDY /jr^l 


BUT-1 
NEVER 
KNEW- 


TH’BOYS COULDNT FIND HIDE NOR 
HAIR OF‘EM IN TH’ WRECKAGE OF 
TH’MINE,DEUCE .- 


KEEP YOUR HANDS ON 
TH’TABLE, BOYS, AN’ PONT 
Wka MOVE. HERE'S Y<OUR. 
F OUTLAW! m r4 


BUT THEY COULDNT 
HAVE GOT AWAY, f 
I TELL YOU ! J-H 












































YOU ARE 
YOU WANT TO 
A NOOSE 

JIM ^ 

NECKJ 

I KNOWS. 
ENOUGH TO, 
HANG HIAI.TH 

































































WELL HOGTIE THESE 
VARMINTS,TOO .— 


I RECKON HE AINT 
LIKELY TO SIT j-f 

► loose now/ I 


OUTA MY WAY, GENE, 
m LET ME GET HIM /j 


YOU TAKE CARE 
OF HANDY, KID/ 


THIS CLOTHESLINE 
, OUGHTA DO ^ 

ItH’ TRICK 


JUST LIKE ROPIN’ 
» BRONCS IN A — 
I CORRAL j,-| 


i 

1 

VJL. - 

Tfti 

Y 




W 

11 


























ROPES ARE AS GOOD 
AS GUNS SOMETIMES, 
g. DEUCE - — 


YOU WONT GET 
AWAY THIS TIME 


WEVE GOT ALLTH PROOF WE NEED, JACK.TH RANCH LL BE 
YOURS AGAIN. AS SOON AS TH’UNITED STATES MARSHAL 
» ARRIVES TO TAKE OVER OUR PRISONERS, j -— 

^——i i'll be ridin’on i —m 


NEXT MORNING 


WELL.CHAMR RECKON WED 
BETTER FLIP A COIN TO SEE 
WHETHER WE HEAD NORTH, 
L SOUTH, EAST, OR WEST j—-i 


YOU LL COME BACK 
1 SOMEDAY, WONT 
v -1 YOU,GENE? 


SURE WILL, JACK 






























but the man seemed to have dropped into town 
as mysteriously as he had disappeared. That 
was about a year ago, Chet remembered. 

Finally, Chet drifted into sleep. 

Then, suddenly, Chet wakened. Something 
had startled him from his light sleep. Blackie 
was awake, too, moving restlessly. The rain was 
coming down in a slow, steady downpour. 

“Quiet, Blackie,” Chet whispered. 

Through the screen of rain, he saw a sud¬ 
den flicker of light near the back of the ranch 
house. The light disappeared around the corner. 

Chet stood motionless, his eyes peering into 
the darkness and rain, his ears straining to hear 
a sound. But the light did not reappear and 
there was no sound except the rain. 

“Keep quiet, Blackie. I’m goin’ to take a 
look-see,” Chet whispered after awhile. 

He loosened his revolver in its holster and 
stepped out into the blackness and the rain. 
Slowly and cautiously he circled the small 
house, but he found no trace of anyone. 

Chet slept no more that night. He lay, wrap¬ 
ped in his blanket, his hand on his revolver, his 
eyes staring out into the ranch yard. But he 
saw and heard nothing. 

Morning finally came, cold and gray and 
damp. The rain had stopped and the once- 
dusty ranch yard was thick mud. 

“I don’t s’pose I’ll find anything, Blackie,” 
Chet muttered. “The rain’s prob’ly washed out 
all tracks, if somebody was prowlin’ around.” 

Quickly and quietly Chet circled the house, 
but he found no footprints on the muddy 
earth. He stopped to pull open the weather¬ 
beaten double doors, slanting against the back 
of the house and opening into an old root cel¬ 
lar under the house. The doors opened with a 
squeal of rusty hinges and Chet peered down 
into the shallow, black cellar. It was empty 
and filled with the odor of damp, musty earth. 


Dusk, darkened by storm clouds, was fall¬ 
ing over the plains when Chet Doane rode into 
the yard of the old, deserted ranch. His black 
horse twitched restlessly, when Chet pulled 
him to a stop and looked silently around at 
the dilapidated tumble-down houses. 

“What’s the matter, Blackie? Don’t you like 
this place?” Chet said in a low voice to his 
uneasy horse. “Well, I don’t care much for it, 
either. But there’s a storm cornin’ an’ it’ll give 
us shelter. We can’t make it home tonight.” 

Chet rode across the yard to the barn and 
slid from his saddle. The doors were half-open, 
hanging loosely on their rusty hinges. The odor 
of must and decay filled the barn. 

Chet unsaddled and rubbed down the tired 
horse. But Blackie grew more and more rest¬ 
less, tossing his head and whimpering. 

“You act like you was seein’ things,” Chet 
muttered. “There’s nothin’ here but us.” 

When the horse was fed and quieted, Chet 
walked across the yard to the house. The door 
swung open with a rusty squeaking, when he 
pushed it. Thick dust and cobwebs covered the 
furniture and floors of all the rooms. 

“Looks like it ain’t been touched since Red 
Brown vamoosed,” Chet mumbled. “Think I’ll 
bed down with Blackie. It’s friendlier there.” 

As he walked back toward the barn, the first 
drops of rain splattered in the dust. 

Chet spoke soothingly to the still-restive 
horse. Then he rolled up in his blanket near 
the open doors and watched the pelting rain. 

As he stared into the darkness of the yard, 
he thought about Red Brown, who had once 
lived on the ranch. He had been a tall, rangy 
man with rusty-red hair. He’d been pleasant 
enough, but he had stayed mostly to himself 
and worked his small ranch alone. 

Then, one night, he had disappeared without 
leaving a trail. The sheriff had led a search, 






A rickety wooden ladder led downward. 

“There's nothin’ down there, 1 ' Chet said. 

Then he saw itl 

It was a small blotch of scarlet on the dark 
earth of the cellar floor. Noiselessly Chet slid 
down the ladder and picked it up. It was a 
fragment of red cloth, a small, jagged piece 
torn from a bandana. It was wet with rain, but 
it was still brightly scarlet so Chet knew that 
it must have been dropped recently. 

Quickly Chet glanced around him. The walls 
and floor of the little cellar were hard-pack- 
{ ed earth. The ceiling was the floor of the ranch 
1 house kitchen. 

Then he saw the narrow wooden door, set 
into the earth wall. The boards of the door 
were weathered a dark brown, the same color 
as the walls. An old bin, half-filled with rot¬ 
ting potatoes, was tipped against the door. No 
| one, glancing down into the dark cellar, would 
have noticed it. 

Chet moved closer to it to examine the 
wooden latch. His eyes gleamed. Caught in the 
latch was a scarlet thread. 

Cautiously he lifted the latch. It moved easily. 
He pulled. But the door did not budge. He 
tugged harder. Still the door did not move. 
It was firmly barred on the inside. 

Chet stood silently, listening. There was no 
sound. But he knew that someone was behind 
that door. Looking around, Chet saw an axe, 
lying in the corner. 

Standing at one side of the door, he swung 
the axe, cutting a long, deep gash in the wood. 

Instantly a gun barked from behind the door. 
The bullet cut through jhe wood, zinged past 
Chet’s head and buried itself in the earth wall. 
Three other shots followed the first, the bullets 
striking the cellar wall. 

Chet, holding his body close against the wall, 
thrust his arm forward and fired again and 
again through the door. After his fifth shot he 
heard a low groan and a dull thud. 

He waited for several minutes. But there was 
no other sound. Finally he leaned forward 
and struck the door another smashing blow, 
drawing swiftly back to safety. The wood in 
th upper part of the door was splintered, leav- 
ng a jagged hole. But there was no more gun¬ 
fire. 

Finally Chet moved warily forward and* 
peered through the hole. He looked into a 
small, cavclike room. A man was lying, face- 


, down, on the floor, still clutching his gun. 

Covering the silent figure With his gun, Chet 
reached through the hole in the door, un¬ 
barred the door and. walked into the room. 
Slowly he moved toward the sprawled body. 
Quickly he bent and jerked the gun from the 
man’s nerveless fingers. Then he rolled the 
body over on its back. 

It was Red Brown! A torn red bandana 
was knotted around his neck. Blood was 
gushing from a long bullet gash in his head. 
Chet found water and clean rags and washed 
and bandaged the bullet wound. 

Slowly Red Brown’s eyes opened and he 
moaned, “Chet Doane!” 

“So this is where you been hidin’ out, Red.” 

“I thought I’d covered my tracks so well no 
’ one would ever find me.” 

“You did, expect for one little clue.” As he 
spoke, Chet showed Red the torn piece of the 
bandana. “I saw your light last night. So I 
looked around this mornin’. But I never woulda 
found you, if I hadn’t seen that little piece of 
red cloth. Why you been hidin’ like this, Red ?” 

“I worked in a bank back East,” Red stam¬ 
mered. “One of the men absconded with a lot 
of tnoney and framed me. I skipped before 
they arrested me, takin’ my savings with me. 
I changed my name, dyed my hair, and bought 
this ranch. I thought I was safe, till one day 
in town I saw a placard, offering a reward for 
me. I knew they’d track me down, so I dis¬ 
appeared. I didn't aim to hit you, when I shot. 
I was just trying to scare whoever it was away.” 

“Is your real name Blake?” Chet asked. 

“Yes. Robert G. Blake.” 

“Then you’re in the clear, Red," Chet cried' 
“The sheriff tore down those placards three- 
four months ago. Said they’d found the real 
crook. You’re a free man, Robert Blake!” 






Thl&OOVA,*/ 









°1he trick ropers of the rodeos are not contestants, but 

PAID PERFORMERS. THEIR ACT IS USUALLY DIVIDED INTO TWO PARTS, 
TRICK CATCHES ON RUNNING HORSES AND ROPE SPINNING. THIS 
REQUIRES GREAT SKILL AND PERFECT SENSE OF TIMING, MAKING IT NECES¬ 
SARY FOR THE ROPER TO PRACTICE CONSTANTLY. THE ROPE MOST FRE¬ 
QUENTLY USED FOR TRICK CATCHES IS THE MEXICAN MAGUEY ROPE, ABOUT 50TO 
60 FEET IN LENGTH. THE SPINNING ROPE IS A WOVEN COTTON ROPE SIMILAR TO A 
SASH CORD. IT IS FROM 20 TO 22 FEET LONG AND THREE-EIGHTHS OF AN INCH IN 






















SHOULDER 
I STAND 


"ROMAN 

STANDING 

RACE 


RUSSIAN 

DRAG 


(7rick riding is one or the 

M05T SPECTACULAR EVENTS 
OF THE RODEO. THE HORSES 
USED MUST BE TRAINED TO 
RUN AT AN EVEN, STEADY PACE 
WHILE THE.RIDER VAULTS FROf 
5IDE TO SIDE, DOES"CART¬ 
WHEELS" AND "ROLL-UPS" 
CRAWLS UNDER THE HORSE AND 
PERFORMS NUMEROUS OTHER 
ACROBATICS. THE TRICK RIDE PIS 
MUST KEEP IN GOOD .PHYSICAL 
CONDITION. THE SADDLE USED; 
HAS A HIGH HORN, FLAT CANTLE 
AND MANY HAND-HOLDS AND ! 
STRAPS TO AID THE RIDER IN 
HIS VARIOUS TRICKS. ONE 
OF THE BEST TRICK RIDERS . 
NOW FOLLOWING THE RODEOS 
15 ALSO A CHAMPION BRONC- 
RIDER AND STEER RIDER. 

















































































































































COWBOy IDOL / 
OF MILLIONS 

Gene has one of the finest 

SIX-SHOOTERS" IN THE WORLD. IT 
WAS PRESENTED TO HIM BY THE 
COLT’S FIRE ARMS COMPANY AND 
IS COMPLETELY OVERLAID WITH- 
SOLID GOLD AND ENGRAVED.THE 
ACTION IS HAND FINISHED AND 
THE HANDLES ARE MOTHER OF 
PEARL, SET WITH RUBIES. 


* ROBIN HOOD," 

GENE’S FAMOUS 
PALOMINO, 

IS ONE OF THE ,, , 

MOST PERFECT / J/j/'. J 
SPECIMENS OF / fa 

THE GOLDEN /// j m 
PALOMINO r j / // 
HORSE IN THE > 

UNITED STATES. /// . 

HE IS ALSO ONE/ 'J 
OF THE MOST 4 
HIGHLY >« ( " 
TRAINED — 


Most animals are afraid 
OF FIRE AND THE“FIRE JUMP" IS 
ONE OF THE MOST DIFFICULT 
TRICKS TO TEACH A HORSE. 
CHAMPION HAS THE UTMOST 
CONFIDENCE IN GENE AND 
NEVER REFUSES THIS JUMP 
UNLESS HE IS "OFF STRIDE" AND 
IN FEAR OF INJURING HI S MASTER 













